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bustling way which annoys and worries everyone
with whom she is working. She is of the type of
women I have always most disliked; yet she is, and
is recognised as being, a "splendid" Commissioner's
wife and mother (her children are not Commissioners
yet, but they will be if India lasts long enough).
Last night at the dance she was here, there and
everywhere, looking like old Mother Goose, in a
kind of quilted mauve satin dress and a little lace
cap. She told us she was wearing "the very same
dress, don't you know, that was worn by my
ancestress, Lady Lettice Thingunme, two hundred
years ago."
It was very ugly and the colour was particularly
unbecoming below her full, yellow face. She
started the evening with a little rouge; but in the
heat it soon wore off; she was so busy ordering
everybody about, introducing and re-introducing,
seeing if there were places for supper for her par-
ticular friends, and so on, that she forgot to put
on any more.
Her lace cap, too, got more and more rakish,
and there was no one there who dared to tell her
to put it straight.
Much later in the evening someone, brushing
against her while dancing, carried it off on his